'Why, beer is only beer/
'But say
"I'll sleep until the winter's gone,
Or maybe to Midsummer Day/'
And drink, and you will sleep that length/
'I'd like to sleep till winter's gone
Or till the sun is in his strength.
This blast has chilled me to the bone/
*I had no better plan at first.
I thought to wait for that or this;
Maybe the weather was accursed
Or I had no woman there to kiss;
So slept for half a year or so;
But year by year I found that less
Gave me such pleasure I'd forgo
Even a half-hour's nothingness,
And when at one year's end I found
I had not waked a single minute,
I chose this burrow under ground*
I'll sleep away all time within it:
My sleep were now nine centuries
But for those mornings when I find
The lapwing at their foolish cries
And the sheep bleating at the wind
As when I also played the fool/
The beggar in a rage began
Upon his hunkers in the hole,
'It's plain that you are no right man
To mock at everything I love
As if it were not worth the doing*
I'd have a merry life enough
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